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special licence. We've got no protection what-
ever. Yet I've heard there are nurseries for trout
in Srinagar. Just fancy !"
"Its not right, pa, its preferential treatment."
"If it weren't for our inherent fecundity, we'd
have been wiped out long ago," said Papa Bruin
solemnly.
"What does 'fecundity' mean, pa ?" asked the
younger son.
"You'll know, my lad, when you grow up-----
Now where was I ? "
"The fight with the fierce Major------"
"Ah, yes."
"What are Majors like, pa ? "
"They are a species of human as common as
cuckoos in this valley in springtime. I once saw
six of them together near Sonamarg but they are
not always so gregarious. The particular specimen
I met had cheeks the colour of mellow maple leaves
and a paunch not unlike my own."
The elder son grunted with amusement.
"Above his lip was a growth of far which differed
from our own in that it was diligently waxed.
His eyes were bloodshot and beady and arrogant
from partaking of the red beverage they call port
vine; his legs tapered away thinly like the growth
of a very young sapling."
"It must be fun sqeezin' a Major, pa," said the
young son ruminatively.
Having assuaged some further trouble in the
armpit Papa Bruin went on calmly with his
narrative------